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CHAPTER XxlI.

(Continued. )

" m. h"’..
B 46 OW did you knmow?” he
. returned, pleased and
b : H thrilled by ber glowiog
A : brown hair, her sloquent
"l eyes, her warm-tinted
Qlﬂu. her form, as erect as of yore,
ift mot #o thin—as pleased and thrilled
88 if ull thase belonged to him. “How
did you know me?* he repeated, look-
" ana looking, as It he would never
A% abls to belisve that she had turmed
'wt"n much better than he bad ever

Mreamed she would.

=+ *Qh” sald Lahoma, “when I looked
I_'lh Your face I saw myself as a girl
sitting under the cedar trees In the

.-' with Brick and BiL*

““Just you three? demanded Wil-
fred wistfully—also smilingly.
'_‘_"O'har" exclaimed Lahoma, showing
her perfect little teeth as if about to

_.h' in & way that filled him with
fearful joy, “and so they showed you
that letter!™
| “Just you thres™" repested Wilfred.
“Inst reom enough in the eeve for
yos—and Brick—and Bl
. "Listen to me, Wilfred, and I will
da the talking.”

v FWellt

... —5oe lowered her voice to & whis-
par—""Lean your head closer.”

She whispered in his sar, “Red Kim-
Ball came on this train—thers he ls—
3o hasn't seen me yet—was in another
ooaoh.”

“Wall ™
\' *#-h-k1 He knowa me, for he was
& porter In our hotel. Whaen he sees

"B he'Tl know I've come home to wara
iBriok. 8-h-hl Then he'll try to keep
‘mm® from dolng it. Look—some of his
‘geng are spéaking to him—they've
bedn walting here to meet him—they'll
@o with him, I expect. We'll all be in

M0 stage coach together!™
! “What do you want me to do to
“em, Lahoma?™
% “I want you to pretend that you
&gn't know me—and they musta't find
wut your name is Compton, or they'll

+JRThk Mr. Edgerton got word to you

‘%" Joitl e hers. Be a stranger tll
_JePwe sate in the cove”
| YSAN right. Goodby—but supponse I
hbdn't come?™

+ ®0Oh, I ecould have done without
™" said Lahoma. "“Or I think I

’

ool P
. *You could never have done without
vame!” Wilfred declared “seldedly.
" ™ can right now—" Hhe drew
‘away. "T'll get Into the stage; dom't
| ulllow too soon.”
““'fhere were three stage cosches
Mfawn | at a short distance from
4 platform, and Lahoma went
@wiftly to the one bound for her part
““4t the country. She was the first to
Amdor; she was peated quletly In a
ssorper when the two long seata that
faoad each other began filling up. The
« ANy to come were four men: one, tall,
. red-faced and red-balired,
two others of dark and lowaring
‘Saqes, who looked upon the former as
Jeader, and the last, Wilfred
n, who had usnobtrusively
| deland himseif to this remnant of Red
\ "Eimball's Fuos.
o The stage, which was buflt after
] “#he manner of the old-fashioned om-
afforded no opportunity of
g to and fro in the salection of
Septa, hence, when Red Kimball dle-
sovered Lahoma's identity—the ex-
‘Sel  moment of the discovery was
by his violent start—ahe was
safeguarded from his approach by her
proximity to a very large woman
Sanked by a thin spinster.
5 At the first stopping place the pas-
mmm into tha stage office
4 t for a hasty meal. Lahoma
«Compton detached themssives
ulakly from the rest and darted
the stage barn, By means of
bandsome deposit they obtained the
of Lwo fast horses, Mounted on

LAHOMA
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«Mountain Country”

“Fast as you please—I"ve never been
left behind, yet!”

They pgalloped on in silence, La-
homa slightly holding back. Night
rapidly drew on

CHAPTER XIIL

Together.

EFORE them the trail, beaten
[ and rutted, stretched inter-
| minably, losing iteelf in the
i darkneas before It slipped
over the rounded margin of
the world, As darkness increased
the trall geamed %o waver before their
oyes like a gray scarf that the wind
stirs oo the ground.

In & wide detour they had endeav-
ored to escaps detection from the
stage station, but sheltered by no ap-
preciable inequalities of land, and de-
njed the refuge that even & emall
grove might have furnished, they had,
as it were, bosa hald up to view on
the prairie; and though so far away,
thelr horses had been as distinetly
outlined as two ants seurrying across
a white page.

Wilfred reflected. *“1f Kimball when
he came out of that restaurant, hap-
pened to look in this direction, he
must have seen us; and the first in-
quiry at ths barn would inform him
who are on the horses.” But he sald
nothing untll, from the rear, came
the gound long-dreaded, telling,
though far away, of bounding horses
and groaning wheels.

"Lahoma!"™

*Yen—~I hear tham."

“My horss s about used up. We'll
have to side-trall or they'll ride us
down."”

*I could go on,” Lahoma anawered,
as she drew hard on the bit, “but 1
wouldn't like to leave you hers by
yourself.”

“You couldn't travel that distance
by yourself. And, good as yeur horss
is, It wouldn't last. But thank yon
for thinking of me,” he added, amll-
ing In the darkness, as he dlsmounted.
“Let me lead your horse as well as my
own."

“No,” sald Lahema, “if leading I8 to
be done, I'll do my part.” Bhe leaped
lightly to the ground and seisaed her
bridle. Bide by side they slowly ven-
tured from the trail into the invisible
country on the left. They found
themselves treading short dead mes-
quite that did mot greatly obstruct
their progress.

The stage was rapldly ecoming up
abreast of them, and Wilfred felt her
grasp tighten. There was a flash of
lights, & glimpse of the driver's face
as of creased leather as he raised his
whip above his head—thea nolse and
cloud of dust passed on and the lighta
became tralling sparks that in a min-
ute or two the wind seamed to blow
out.

The wind increassd im fury. For-
tunately, it was at thelr back. Wil-
fred preawed forward on foot, leading
Lahoma’'s horss, and, partly on ac-
count of awkward reserve, no mors
was sald for & long time. Then came
a gust of sleet, The slest changed
rapidly first to snow, then to raln—
then hall, snow and rain alternated,
or descended simultaneously, always
driven with cruel force by the relent-
lesa wind.

At last Lahoma shouted, “It's &
regular norther! How're you getting
along, Wilfrea?

Despits thelr discomfort, his heart
leaped ‘al thig unexpected note of
comradeshlp. Had she already for-
given him for not loving Annabel?
“Oh, Lahomna!" he cried, with sudden
tenderness, “what will become of
you?m™

Sha returned gravely, “What will
become of Brick? Northers are bad,
but mot so bad as some men—Red
Kimball, for Instanca' A terrific
blast shook ths half-frosen overcoat
about her shoulders an if to snateh It
away. “Don't you wish the Indians
bullt thelr villagen close to the trail?
Ugh! Hadn’'t we better burrow a
storm cellar in the sand? T fesl aw-
fully high up In the air”

““This miserable heast won't move A
foot. Come and hold him, Lahoma,
whils 1 examine In front, to find out
what's scared him."

“All right. Where are you?
you find my hand?

“Can't 1!"” retorted Wilfre , claap-
ing It In a tight grasp.

“Gracious, how wet w. arel” she
vand blown about. And

Can

frozen.”

“It's time now, Lahoma, tims for
you to be somebody's sweetheart."

“Oh, how trembly this horse Ls!"”

*But, Lahomal"

"Well, what Is 1t

“] just wanted to say your nams'
He started away. “It sounds good
to me."

“Yes, It stands for Oklahoma,"

“Jt stands for much more than
that!” he called.

“Yes," sbe peralsted In misunder-
standing bim, ‘“something big and
I'l‘lﬂd-"

“Not so big,"' he oried, now at some
distance, “but what there's room for
more than Brick and Billl In the
cove!"

If ahe anawered the wind drowned
With extended arms be
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m. “Fust Jot me ooy & word o e

Yoo, she returnsd
breathlemly, her face flaming with ex-
cltement. “I'm golag to talk to these
people—Ilet me have that"— Hhe
took the revolver from his unresist-
Ing hand, uncocked it, and alipped it
{nto her bosom. Then ahe faced the
mob and held up her empty band.
A ———

CHAPTER XV.

was the first tims Lahoma
had ever faced an audience
jarger than that composed of
Brick and Bill Willoek.

The mod was awed by that
light in her eyes, by the erimson In
her cheeks, by her beauly, freahness
and grace.

“I'm & Western girl,” Lahoma aald
at last, “and ever sinoe Brick Willook
gave me a home when I had none, I've
lived right over yonder at the foot of
{he mountains. 1 was there when the
ecattlemen came, before the Indians
had given up this country; and [ was
hers when the first settiers movod in,
and when the soldlers drove them out.
{ was living in the cove with Brick
Willock when peopla came up from

an obejct which on examination
proved to ba a human Lody, & gaping
wound in bis breast.

“Found anything?' called Lahoma,
her voles shivering.

He rose quickly and almoat stum-
bled over another object. It waa &
second body, stiffened In death.

“I'll be there In a minute,” he called
his voloa grave and steady. After a
brief pause he added—'"L've found
one of the horses—It's dead."

“Oh, oh!" she exclalmed. "They've
driven it to death.”

Wiifred had found a bullet hole be-
bind Its ear, but he sald nothing.

Buddenly the horse held by Lahoma
gave a plunge, broke away and went
grlloplug back over the trall they had
traversed, pursued by Lahoma's cry
of dlamay. "I couldn't hold him,"” she
gasped. “Ha lifted me clear off the
ground.”

Wiifred was also dismayed, but ho
preserved an accent of calm as he
felt his way toward her, uttering en-
couragement for which thelr condition
offered no foundation. But his forced
cheerfulness suddenly changed to real
congratulation when his extended
hand struck agalnst an upright whoel.

“Lahoma, bhere's the stage coach.
It's standing just as we saw 1t last,
sxcept for the horses.”

"The stage coach!" she marvelled,
coming toward him. “Oh, Wilfred, I
see now, what's happeped, One of the
horses dropped dead, apd Red Kim-
ball and his men jumped on tie other
three. ®* * ¢ RBut I wonder what
becams of the driver?”

“Get Insidel” he ordered. “Thank
God, we've found something that we
can got Inside of. That'll shelter us
till morning, anyway, and then we
can determine what's to be done.”

Once In the coach, they were safe
from the wind, which howled above
and around them, rattling the small
windows and making the waprings
greak. There was no help for the dis-
comfort of spaking garments, but Wil-
fred lighted a resarve lantern and
piaced It In & corner, while thick
lenther cushlons and stage blankets
bffered some proapect of rest.

Armed and watchful, Wiltred walt-
ed through the hours while Lahoma
slept. When no longer able to bear
the uncertalnty, he crept from the
stage with the lantern, and sxamined
the recent scena of a furlous strug-
gle. There were cnly two slain—the
driver and one of FKed Kimball's
companions, Either Kimball and hls
other eomrades had escaped, or had
been captured, If uny of th atimck-
Ing party had tallen, the bodles had
been borne away. Blood stalns Indl-
cated that more than two had been
shot, From that ghastly sight It was
a rellsf to find himself once more
inclosed by the coach walls with
Lahoma so peacefully slesping.

Once he fell Into a doze from which
he was startled by the lmpression
that soft nolses, not of wind or rain,
were creeping over the earth. He
sat ereot with the confused fancy
that wolves wero slinking among the
wheels, were giaring up at the win-
dows, were dregglng away the
corpses, The sudden movement of his
hand as It grasped his platol awoke
Laboma.

Bhe opaned her eyes wide, but did
Bot Uft her cheek from the arm that

are,” she sald, “Just as I was dream-
ing."

He pretanded not to be uneasy, but
bia ears strained to catch the mean-
ing of those mysterious movementa
of the night. Her volce cut across
the vague murmur of the open plain:

"“You only came to ses me oncel”

Although her eyes were wide, she
was apparently but half awake; not
& muscle moved as she looked Inlo
his face. “I thought,” ahe murmured,
“it was on account of Annabel"

“I went away because I loved you”™
he answered softly. *l promised
Brick 1'd go If 1 felt myself caring—
and nobody could help caring for you.
That's why 1 left the country. Just
aa soon as we laughed together—it
happened, That's why I didn't come
again”

“Yes,"” alghed Lahoma, as If It waa
not so hard to understand now,

“And that's why I've come back,”
he added. “Because l've kept on lov-
ing you."

“Yea." she aighed again. Bhe clossd
her eyes and seemed to fall asleep.
Perhaps it was a sort of knowing
alecp that lost mosat of the world but
clung tenaciously to a few ldeas. The
nolses of the night died away. Prea-
ently he heard her murmur as a little
amile crept about the parted lips
“The cove's preity big ®* ®* * there's
more room than I thought”

When she was wide awike again
daylight had slipped through the win-
dows, “Oh, Wilfred!™ she exclaimed,
slting suddenly erect and putting her
hands to her head mechanieadly. “ls
—are we all right?

“All right" msald the young man
cheerily, “There's & good deal of
snow on the ground, but it was blown
off the trall for the most part. Boms
friends have provided ua with the
meana of golng forward."

“But | don't understand.”

*We'll fAnish the sandwiches and
melt some snow for witer, and then
mount. Look—sate those two Indian
ponies fastened to the tongue of the
stage? They'll carry us to ths next
station like the wind”

She atared from the
wilderod.

“1 don't know any more about them
than you,” he answered her thoughts,
“But there they are and here woe are”
He anld nothing about the bodies evi-
dently carried away by those who had
brought the ponles, "It's all A mys-
tery—a mystery of the plains, 1
haven't unravelled the very firet thread
of It. What's the use? The Wenstern
way {8 to tike what comes, lsn't It,
whether northers or ponia..? Thara's
much bigger mywtery than all that
fillilng my mind.*

“What ls that?

*You."

Bhe bent over the sand=i.ch with
haightaned color. *Poor Brick!” ahe
murmured as If to divert his
thoughts, HBut his sympathy just
then waa not for Hrick.

“Lahoma, you sald that this s &
subject & man should bring up."

8he looked at him brightly,
flushing. “"Wall?"

“I'm bringing It up, Lahoma."

“But wae must be planning to save
Briok frum avrest.'

“I'm hoping we'll get home In time—
note that 1 say home, Lahoma. I
refer to the cove. I'm hoplng we'll

window, be-

sl

Kimball, Wa've loat a great deal of
time, but Hrick doubtless Is safely
hiding. And when we get to the
journey's end—Lahoma, do you know
what naturally comes at the Jour-
ney's end 7

“No."

“A marriage.”

“I thought that was what you

meant."”

Wil you marry me at the jour-
ney's end 1"

Lahoma turned very red and lald
down the sandwlch. Then she

Iaughed. Then slie stirted up
“Let's get ou the ponies!™ she cried,

CHAPTER XIV.
Journey's End.

HE snow, that morning, lay
in drifts from five Lo elght
Inchen acroms the trail, and
to the helght of several feot
up against those rock walls

ralsing, as on vast artificial tables,
the higher stretches of the Kilowa
country., But by noon the plain was
scarcely strown with white, and
when the sun set there wans nothing
to sugyest that n snowflake had ever
fullen in that sand-strewn world,

When the rude cabins and hasty
tents of the last slage station in Greer
County mshowed dark and white
agalnst the horizon of a spring-like
morning, Wilfred cfled exultantly:

“The end of the journey!"

And Lahoma, suddenly showing in
her checks all the roses that had
opened in her dreams, repeated gayly,
yet a little brokenly:

“The end of the Journey!"™

The end of the Journcy meant &
wedding. The plains blossom with
endless flower gardens and the moun-
talus alng togethar when the end of
the journecy means a wedding,

Leaving Lahoma at the amall new
hotel from whose bhoards the sun be-
gan bolling out resin us soon as It
was woll aloft Wilfred hurried after
a fresh horse to carry him at once to
the cove, ten miles away. Warning
must be given to Brick Willock first
of all. Lahoma even had a wild hope
that Brick might devima some means
wherehy he could attend the wedding
without danger of arrest, but to Wil-
fred this seemed impossible,

He had gone but a few steps from
the hotel when he came face to face
with his old fellow cowboy, Mizzoo,
now Bheriff of Greer County. Cutting
short his old friend's outburst of
plensura:

"Look here, Mizzoo” sald Wilfred,
drawing him aside from the curlous
throng on the sidewalk, "have you gut
u warrant agaiost Brick Willock?"

Mizzo0o tapped his breast
he sald; “know where he In?

Wilfired sighed with rellef
any rate you don't” he oried,

“No=-"rat him! Where're you golug,
Bill ™

“I want o horse

“No use riding over to the cove,”
remarked his friend, with a grin,
“That s, unless you want to call on
poma  friends  of mine—deputies;
they're Hving In the dugout, just lay-
Ing for Prick to show himself"”

“liut,  Mizzool"™ expostuinted Wi
fred, "why are you laking so mueh
troulle agalnst my best (riend? The
warrant ought to bs enough; and if
you can't get a chance to serve it on

“Here!

“AL

utles haven't any right In that cove,
and I'm golng to smoke ‘em out, A8
for Red Kimball"—

“l wouldn't say nothing agsinst
Red, old top, It ain't gentlemanly %o
call dead folk liars.”

“Dead folk!" echosd Wilfred,
ing up.

“Yos, he's dead. Wasn't it enough
in tho past for Brick Willock to kill
Hed's brother, but what he must
needs collect hls pals, stop the stage
coach, shoot two men trying to get
Red, and ons of 'em the Innoocent
driver? You say, yes. But hold on,
that ain't all he done. No, sir. The
very next day after Red swore out
that warrant—and it vas yesterday,
If you ask me—what is saw, when we
men of Mangum comes out of our
doors? Threo corpses lylng om the
sidewnlk, side by side, You say, what
corpses? Wall. I'm coming to that.
One was that driver; one waas ths
pard that got shot with the driver.
The other was Red Kimball his own
[T A

| knew the bodies had been ocar-
rled away from the trail,” sxclaimed
Wilfrad In perplexity. He related
his discoveries of the astormy night.

“Mut you didn‘t know thay had
been brung to town all this dir .noe
to be laid beside Red. You didn't
know Red had bean stabbad so he
could be added, tev. You didn’t know

start-

the thres of tham had been left on ... p'm not going to talk About the,

the strest to rile up every man with
blood In his velns. Why, Wilfred,
it's an insuit to the wholo State of
Texas. Huch high-handed dolngs
ain't to be bore. 1f Hriek Willock
don't want to be tried In oourt, I»
that an excuse for Killing off all that
might witness agalnst him."

Wilfred elaborated, for Mizsoo's
benefit, his theory of an Indian at-
tack, described Brick's peadeabls die-
position, his gentleneas to Lahoma—
then dwelt on the friendahlp between
himself and DBrick and the relations
betwean himeelf and Brick’s ward.

Mizz00 grinned good naturedly.
“Yap. Well, we've got & clus locked
up In Jall right now that could tell as
something, | judge, and will tell us
nomething before set free: It's nams
is Il Atkine, and It refuses to say
a word ahout where Brick Willock In”

Wiltred, followed by Mizzoo, hur-
ried to the jfall for & word with Al-
kins., The street in front of the jail
wis jammed with an angry crowd.

Mizzoo whispored to Wilfred, ‘“We'd
better get In as quick as possible.”

The words were loat In the increas-
Ing roar of volees. He apoke again:

“When I swing open thg door that
bunch will try to make a run for It
You Jump Inside and I'll be after you

like o shot * * * We'll lock our-
arlvens |n"e—
“"Hey, Migzo0!" shouted a volce

from the crowd, “bring out that old
cuss, Drag him to the platform, we
wWiant to hear what he's got to say.”

“Bay, Mr. Bheriff! Tell him If he
won't come to us we'll go to him,
We've got to know where Hrick Wil-
loek's hiding, and that's sll about It*

“Hure!" growled a third, “"What
kind of & town Is this anyway? A
refuge for highwaymen and mur-
derera?™*

A struggle took place at the foot of
the stalrs, not so good-naturedly as

Texas and planted miles and miles of
wheat: and 1 used to play with the
ruaty ploughs and machinery they left
scattered about—after the three years'
drought had starved them back to
thelr homas.

*“Then Old Man Walker came to Red
River, sent his cowboys to drive W
out of the cove, and your - lad
the bunch. And |t was Briek and my-

selt that stood them off with our
nmwmuutﬁo-mudm
”'“‘".Mﬂm-'m-

soo In our cove again. Bo you 084
1 ought to be able to talk to Weatern

men In & way they can appreciate,
and if there’s anybody here that's
pot & Waeatern man, he couldn't under-
stand our styls,
go whers he's needed, for out Waeat
you need oaly Western men—Iike
Brick Willock, for instance.”

Lahoma's manner changed; it grew
desper and move foroaful.

“Men, 1 want to talk to you abo &
this case—will you ba the jury? Con-
glder what kind of man sawors out
that warrant against Br' ‘k—the leadsr
of & band of highwaymen! And who's
his chief witnesa? You don't know
Mr. Gledware. 1 do. You've heard
he's & rich and Influential citisen in
the East. That's trus. But I'm golng
to tell you something to show what
pe is—and what Brick Willock Is;
just one thing; that's all 'l say
about the character of either. As to
Red Kimball, you don't have to be

general features of tho case—aa to
whether Brick was ever & highway-
man or not; as to whether he killed
Fed's brother to save ms and my
stepfather, or did it in cold blood; as
to whether he held up the stage or
not, Thess things you've discunnad;
you've formed opinlons about them.
I want to tell you something you
baven't heard. Wil you llsten?"

At first no one spoke. Then from
the crowd came a measured, Impar-
tial volce: *We got lota of time.”

Lahoma plunged Into the midst of
ber parrative,

With no attempt at elocution, she
told Brick Willock's story, beginning
with his 0nding of Gledware's
wagon. Bhe went on to sketch her
own life with him, and, us climax, told
of Red Kimball's deal with Gledware,

From several of the intent listeners
burst Ioveluntary denunclations of
CGlledware, while on the faces of oth-
ere showed a momentary gleam of
horror.

Red Kimball's confederate spoke
loudly, harshly: "Hut who killed Hed
Kimball and his pard and the stage
driver. If it wasn't Brick Willock ™"

“l think it was Red Feather's band.
I'm witness to the fact that Kimball
agreed to bring Mr. Gledware the
pearl and onys pin on condition that
Mr. Gledware aprear agalnst Brick
After Mr, Gledware deserted Red
Flower, or, rather, after her death,
Hed Feather carried that pin about
him; Mr, Gledware knew he'd never
give It up allve. He was always
afrald the Indian would find him—
and at last he did find him. But Red
Kimball got the pin—rould that mean
anything except that Kimball discov-
ered the Indlan's hiding place and
killed him? But for that, I'd think It
Red Peather who attacked tha stage
and killed Red Kimball. As it ia 1

Deliove it maust have beem his friends” dig
him, that's Dot your fault. Your dep- haretofors. A reasoning voies was - “Blew pou've sall semsthingi™ evied
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A TALE OF RED ROSES

George Randolph Chester _§
Thl Book ¢ the Stands Wil Cout Tou §L.3S, You

anyhow, he'd better

Nierd )

B EEETE

Missce. “Boys, don't you thi
& reasonable axplanation -

Some of them did, evidently, for ¥
grim resolution on thelr faces
ened; others, however, were
vinoed.

A stern voice was raispd:
Brick Willock do his own.
Bill Atkins knows whers he's
out—apd we got to know.
started In to be a lJaw-abiding
and that thers warrant againsg
lock has got the right of way.™

“is there nothing [ ean say
your hearta! Has my story of
pearl and onyx pln been lost on
Couldn't you understand, ‘after
Are you Western men, and yet
to feal the worth af & Wostara
Illke Brick? How he clothed me
sheltered me when the man whe
should have supportad the child lefg
in his care neglectsd her, How B
taught me and was always r
and gentlé—never & cross ¥
man like that. And you think Be.
could Kkilil I don't know whethes
Bill was told his - hiding 'place &
not. Hut If I knew (4, do you think
I'd wil? And It Bill betrayed Bime—
bus Bill wouldn't do it. Thask Ged,
I've been raised with real
men that koow how to atpnd by
other and be true to . the
You want Bill to turn traitor,
what kind of men are you?

She turnsd to Wilfred,  bilniled

e
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n
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hot tears.. “Ob, ssy somefl
them!" shs gasped, eclingl o T
arm. ve i

“Go o6n'" murmuresd Wil
eouldn’'t reach 'om, and you. it
point, that tims. o on—don't give
‘am & chance to think." W

“But 1 ean't—I've + 14 all Ihedile
ny"— . .

“Don't stop, dear, for God's &
the case In desperatel You'll &1‘ '
do It—for BIL" -

“And that lsn't all,” um‘
in & broken pathetle volos, as she
turned her pale face upon the ourlons
erowd. “That Isn't all. You know,
Brick and Bill have been all T had= |
all in this world. ® * ¢ You know
they couldn't have bes.. awesler 1o
me If they'd been the n--~est of kin—
they were more |ike women than men,
somehow, when they spoke to me and =
sat with me In the dugout—and 1
guess 1 know a little out & methe
or's lova because I've always b
Brick and Bill. But one day somle~
body else came to the cove asd-—and'
this somebody elss, well—he—this
somebody else wants to marry -
to-day. This was ths end sf I
journey,” she went on bflndly, “and— |
and it is our wedding day. I thoaght A
there must be some way to get Brisk
to the wedding, but you ses may' .3
And—and we'll have to marry 4
out him. But Bill's here—ip that jall
—becauss he wouldn't betray k&
friend. And I couldn’t marry with-
out seither Brick or Bill, could I

Bhe took her quivering hand
Wiltred's sturdy arm, and-m
the top of the stepa. held oud
trembling arms appealingly:

“Men!—Qlve ms BIII" o

The crowd was with her; #ote. 4l
doubt of that. All Derceness AP
tears here and there, broad suipa e
hide deep emotion, open AdmIGENN
touchedl with tenderneas, 'id g »
that: took 'di hoirehhm, 3
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‘I'xoﬁ‘f‘;hsl hi";a‘ﬁ A3t
spbientinn of the"efbwd" Ana
voleds cried,’ “Give' het ‘Billl
her BlLI" Ll o A

“Bring him out!" coatinued
spokeaman In stentorian tones.
not ask him a question.
clear a path for ‘em.”

A broad lane was formed
the throng of smiling men
sudden, unexpected light of
poftensd magically. y

While Mizsoo hastensd to, Bl
cell some one sxclalmed, “Invite W
too. Make it & town wedding!® '

And mnother started the shemt,
“Hurrah for Lahoma®® * Yy ’[

Lahoma, who had‘lshen wvefuge
behind Wilfrod's proteotion, wept and
laughed In a rosy glow of trivmphant

Mizzoo pressntly reappoared, leaws
Ing the door wide open. He walked
to the stairs, the wrinkles at the osts
ners of his eyes deep cut with apgeie
ciation of the situation,
he called, “he says you carried
in here, and dinged If you won't haw
to carry him out, for not & step :
ba take.”

At this unexpected development, &
burst of laughter swelled into & m,‘
After that mighty merrimeat, BN
wis as safo as & babe, Twenty m"
untesrs pressed forward to carry e
wedding guest from his call.
when the old man slowly but
folluwed Wiltred and Lahoma to #8
hotel where certaln preparati \
were to be made—particularly P
touching Bill's personal appn.u#
the town of Mangum o -
at the newly erected chureh
they had been (nvited,

When the four triends—for Mh
jolned then—drove up to the chise
door in the only carciage avalla
B descended stiffly, his eyes
ing tercely from under Sowy

as It dariog any one to'ask
usstion about Brick., Bet B8

(7o Be Omtizndd
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